POSTSCRIPT

the smoothest ship I ever travelled in. The only other ships I know,
it is true, are a couple of ocean-going liners and all the Channel
steamers, but of them I know none that was not a roaring monster
compared with the Warszawa. I suppose she was being driven at
the most economical speed, but at all events she got along very
nicely and I never heard the engines once, nor could detect more
than the very slightest tremble of the decks from them. Not only
that, but she rode the sea like a queen. We ran into a gale and saw
ships to port and starboard burying their noses deep in white seas
and indelicately exposing their hindquarters high in the air and
taking quantities of water amidships, but the little Warszawa,
with a stately and composed air, picked her way nicely -between
the rollers with nothing more than a lullaby-like side-to-side
motion too gentle to harm anybody.

I believe she was an old ship, and for all I know the members of
her crew may have known other sides to her character and have
entertained quite different feelings about her, but I came to have a
deep respect for her during this voyage. The other surprising
thing about her was the food. I had expected some pretty rough
ship's tack, but the stewards put a succession of meals before us that
I should have had difficulty in buying in London.

The comfort of the Warszawa had one great drawback for me
and a few others. Some two hundred people were travelling in
the ship, steerage and passenger class. Six or seven of them,
perhaps, were British and non-Jewish. The rest were all Jewish
emigrants. Below, in the steerage, were the poor ones, and I h^ve
a picture in my mind of a mother sitting there and talking to a
lady-friend while her two children deloused her hair, a process
which she seemed not to notice.

In our part of the ship travelled the bespectacled better-class
Jews, wtyo were going, with a song in their hearts, to England.
From the beginning of the voyage they manifested their incurable
habits. They turned the little saloon into a Karntnerstrasse coffee-
house with their interminable loud chatter and jargon-jokes about
Hitler, their exasperating political yap about the mistake the
Czechs had made in not fighting Hitler, and about the war that
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